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And thefe faime thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contested the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diuine are intermixt 

With Temples, and do fet the word isfelfe 

Again ft thy word, as thus;Comelittleones,& then again: 

It is as hard to come as. far a Cammell . 

T o thread the fmall pofterne of a fmall needles eye 5 
T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
V nlikelie wonders : how thefe vaine weake nayles 
May teare a paftage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelues, 

That they are not the firft of.Fortunes llaues. 

Nor ihall not be the laft, like feely beggars 5 
Who fitting in theStockes,refnuge their ihame, 

That many hauc, and others mull fit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of filch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people. 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

Then Treafons make me wifli my felfe a Beggtr, 

And fo I am : then crulhingPenurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King j 
Then am I aKing againe, and by and by, 

Thinke that I am ynkingd by Bullingbrooke, 

And ftraightasn nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing, fhall be pleafde,till he bceafde 
With being nothing Muficke do I heare j <• OMafKisfhki. 
Ha, ha, keepedme * how fowrefweete Muficke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mensliues: 

And heere hau e I the daintincftc of care 
To checkc Time broke in difordcrcd firing: 
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But for the concord ofmy date and time, 

Had net an earcto heare my true time broke: 

I waited Time, and now doth time waftc me : 
x For now hath time made his numbring clocke j 
My thoughts are minutes, and with iighes they iarre, 
There watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch. 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing ftill> in cleanfing them fromteares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre it is, 
Aredatnorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 
Which is the Bell; fo iighes, and Teares,and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Hourcs: butmy Time 
Runnes pofting on in Bnllmgbrooks proud ioy, 

Whilel Hand fooling heere his iackeofthe clocke: 

This Muficke maddes me, letitfoundno more. 

For though it hath holp raadde men to their wits, 
Inmeitfeemesit willmake wife men madde. 

Yet blefling on his heart that giues it me, 
Fort'isaiigneoflouc: andloueto Richard , 

Isa ftrange brooch in this al-hadngworld. 

Enter a Groome of the Stable. 

Gmme. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich. Thanks noble Peere; 

Thecheapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither. 

Where no man euercomcs but that fad Doggc, 

That brings me foode to make misfartuneliue ? 

Cjroome, Iwas apooreGroomeofthy liable, King, 
When thou wert King i who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoe ( at length ) hauc gotten leau e 
Tolooke vpon myfometimes royall maifters face s 
Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets that Coronation day, 

Whc Bullingbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

Tha" Horfc.thatthoufo often haft beftride, 
ThatHorfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich, RodeheonBarbarie, tell me gentle friend; 
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